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Things would be perfect if only her family was around to help her celebrate….

Follow Star’s adventures in star power a new series from Aladdin Paperbacks!
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Look for the next book in the series
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Catch Star’s act!
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A new book drops every other month!

Next up:
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From: singingstar01

To: MissTaka

Subject: Guess where I am right now?!?!

Hi Missy,

U’ll never guess where I am as I’m writing this. I mean, u prob’ly know I’m in Milan b/c I told u that in my e-mail yesterday. But guess where I am RIGHT NOW?

OK, give up? Then I’ll tell u—I’m at a fashion show! The designer is that Italian guy, Ceasario Pucci—u know, the I who invented the scratch-and-smell purse. He sent an invite after my concert here in Milan last night. Now I’m sitting in the front row checking out oodles of awesome new fashions! 2 cool 4 words!!!!

Better sign off now—don’t want anyone 2 think I’m not paying attention. I’ll write u later w/all the details.

Luv ya,

Star

Star Calloway hit a button on her handheld computer to send the e-mail she’d just typed to her best friend. Then she glanced up quickly, not wanting to miss a moment of the fashion show. She was sitting in a folding chair just a couple of feet from the edge of a raised catwalk. Strobe lights bounced around the crowded room, and loud, pulsing music throbbed from large speakers suspended over the stage. Every few seconds a different model stepped out from behind a purple velvet curtain and pranced down the catwalk showing off yet another outrageous high-fashion outfit.

Star leaned over to check on her dog, Dudley Do-Wrong. The little fawn pug was under her chair taking a nap, completely oblivious to the noise and commotion going on around him. Luckily his snores were drowned out by the loud music.

Suddenly the crowd murmured with excitement. Star sat up and looked at the model who had just stepped out onto the catwalk. The newcomer was very tall and very thin, with lustrous waves of dark hair, flawless olive skin, and startlingly green eyes. She was wearing an outrageous dress composed mostly of plastic spiders, with weblike earrings two feet long dangling over her shoulders.

But Star knew that the audience wasn’t that excited just because of the weird outfit. She elbowed her bodyguard, Tank Massimo, who was sitting on her right.

“Tank!” she hissed. “Check it out—that’s Capucina!”

“Huh?” Tank blinked and shifted in his seat. He was five and a half feet of solid muscle, and it was obvious just by looking at him that his bulk wasn’t ever going to be comfortable in a small folding chair. “What’s that, Star-baby? Did you say you’re ordering cappuccinos? I could go for that.”

Star rolled her eyes, realizing that Tank wasn’t even paying attention to the show. “Never mind,” she said. “Go back to sleep.”

“I wasn’t sleeping.” Tank sounded slightly wounded. “I never sleep on the job.”

“I know, I know.” Star giggled, then turned to the woman sitting on her left. “Hey, Lola, did you see? That’s Capucina up there!”

Unlike Tank, Star’s stylist, Lola LaRue, was watching the fashion show with as much interest as Star herself. Lola was dressed for the occasion in one of Ceasario Pucci’s signature hot-pink leather baseball caps. She had even dyed several of her cornrows to match the hat.

“I see her, babydoll,” Lola told Star with a smile. “She’s even more beautiful in real life, huh?”

“Totally.”

“And check out that dress,” Lola added with a wink. “Maybe we should get you one of those to wear onstage?”

“Very funny!” Star grinned, imagining how difficult it would be to dance with little plastic spiders bouncing all around her.

She watched with fascination as the supermodel stalked to the end of the catwalk and spun on one spiked heel. Those shoes must have increased her total height to nearly six and a half feet. Being not even five feet tall herself, Star almost felt dizzy staring up at the glamorous creature.

She’s just a regular person, like every celebrity, Star reminded herself. Even though she was a celebrity herself now, it was still sometimes hard to remember that. Of course, she’s also a celebrity who happens to be dating Eddie Urbane…. I wonder if he’s here.

Squinting against the flashes of the strobe lights, Star glanced around at the rest of the audience. She soon spotted Eddie sitting in the front row on the far side of the catwalk. He was dressed in a stylish dark suit that made him look much older than his seventeen years, and his dark hair was slicked back from his handsome face.

Star watched the young rock star for a moment, though he didn’t seem to notice her. It was the first time she’d seen him in person since leaving New York to start her worldwide concert tour a couple of weeks earlier, and she still had mixed feelings about him. She’d been a fan of his for ages; even though he was only three years older than Star, he had been a musical superstar for as long as she could remember. Star had been thrilled when she met him for the first time on an interview show not long before the start of her tour. But she had been less thrilled by Eddie’s behavior toward her—especially when she’d discovered his plans to sabotage her tour.

Star bent over again, checking to make sure that Dudley was still under her chair. Of all the sneaky things Eddie had done to her, from canceling her hotel reservations to stealing away some of her background dancers, the sneakiest was dognapping Dudley. Star still had trouble believing that anyone would stoop so low, though Mike Mosley her manager, had explained that Eddie would do almost anything for publicity. He craved it the same way Dudley craved scrambled eggs or his favorite plastic bone.

When she thought about it that way, Star felt a little sorry for Eddie. She loved performing and enjoyed her life of superstardom—the money the travel, and everything else. But that still wasn’t as important to her as the things that really mattered, like her grandmother, best friend, and other loved ones back home in New Limpet, Pennsylvania, or the ongoing search for her parents and baby brother, who had disappeared almost two years earlier during a vacation in Florida.

Star had already known that Eddie was in Milan and that he might turn up at this fashion show. But seeing him sitting right there across the stage made her suddenly a little nervous about running into him. What would he say to her? What should she say to him?

That stuff he did in New York is all in the past, Star thought, turning back to the stage just as Capucina disappeared behind the curtain with a flourish and a new model appeared to take her place. If Mom and Dad were here, they would tell me that everyone deserves a second chance. So that’s what I’m going to do as far as Eddie Urbane is concerned—wipe the slate clean and start over.

As the show ended, Star stood up with the rest of the audience to clap. The designer, a tall man with purple hair and a droopy black mustache, stepped out from behind the curtain and began making deep bows in every direction. A moment later all the models started filing back out onstage. Capucina was at the front of the line.

Star noticed that Eddie was standing along with everyone else, but he wasn’t applauding. Instead he was staring at Capucina with a hawklike intensity, though the supermodel didn’t so much as glance his way.

Weird, Star mused. I thought they were a couple.

She was still watching the pair curiously when she heard someone calling her name. A second later Lola elbowed her in the ribs, and Star glanced up to see Ceasario Pucci rushing across the stage toward her.

“Can it be?” the fashion designer exclaimed in a heavy Italian accent. “Is this truly the bella cantante americana Star Calloway, at my humble show? Buona sera, signorina! It is my deepest honor that you chose to bless us with your presence!”

“Thanks for inviting me,” Star said as Ceasario leaned over the edge of the stage and took her hand in both of his. “It was a great show. I really love your clothes—I wore your sparkly tank top in one of my concerts in London.”

Ceasario Pucci put one hand over his heart and bowed slightly “Ah, you truly do honor me, signorina,” he said graciously “Let me return the favor by inviting you backstage. We’re having a small gathering to celebrate the show. Please say you and your companions will come as my guests.”

At that moment Dudley finally woke up and crawled out from under the chair. He looked up at Ceasario and barked curiously, his curly tail wagging.

The designer laughed. “What a face!” he exclaimed. “Of course, you will bring him along to the party, si?”

Star glanced at Tank. “Can we go?” She knew that Mike and the rest of her team were back at the hotel packing, and she had promised to return after the fashion show to help out. But she was excited at the thought of attending her first real fashion party.

Tank checked his watch. “I suppose we could stick around for a little while,” he said. “I’m sure Mike and Mags can live without us for an hour or so, right?”

“Yay!” Star exclaimed, clapping her hands with excitement as she turned back to the designer. “Thanks, Mr. Pucci. This should be way fun!”

The designer seemed delighted with her response. “Then please, allow me,” he said, hopping off the catwalk and extending his arm. “Perhaps we can even find you a little something else to wear on your tour, hmm?”

Even though Star had been world famous for almost a year, it still felt a little strange to have other famous people want to meet her, hang out with her, and even give her gifts. It wasn’t the first time a well-known designer had offered her expensive clothes for free; every time she attended an awards show or other high-profile event, she had her choice of custom-made designer gowns to choose from. As a result, her closets back home were full of one-of-a-kind fashions.

It’s weird, she thought, waving to the photographers who were busily snapping pictures of her with Ceasario. Back when I was just an ordinary kid, there’s no way I could’ve afforded even a sock from these fancy designers’ collections. But now that I actually have enough money to buy their clothes, they all want to give them to me for free! How crazy is that?

Soon she was entering a crowded, smoky, dimly lit room filled with loud talk and even louder laughter. Even in the low light, Star immediately spotted many famous faces—supermodels, actors, and musicians. Thanks to recent lessons with her tutor, Magdalene Nattle, she even recognized a couple of European politicians and at least one member of the British royal family. Reporters and photographers circulated through the room, seeking out one famous face after another.

Ceasario hurried Star past a cluster of American TV actors who were talking to a reporter near the door. “Come,” he said, “let me introduce you to some of my models.”

Soon Star, Ceasario, Tank, Lola, and Dudley were surrounded by a small group of models. All of them seemed happy to meet Star, though many of them didn’t speak English very well, and Star had a little trouble understanding what they were saying. It didn’t help that most of them were at least a foot taller than she was. But she smiled and nodded and did her best to follow the conversation. Fortunately Tank took up most of the slack—Star’s bodyguard spoke seventeen languages, which apparently included the native tongues of most of the models.

“Ah!” Ceasario cried a few minutes later, interrupting something one of the models was saying to Tank in what Star was pretty sure was Russian. “Here is the star of my show, la bellezza di tutte le bellezze. Wait here, Signorina Calloway.”

He lunged into the crowd and returned a moment later with Capucina on his arm. The supermodel had changed out of the spider dress and was now wearing an elegant black pantsuit with beaded cuffs. She looked just as beautiful in person as in photographs, though quite a bit younger; Star estimated that Capucina was no more than eighteen or nineteen years old.

“Here we are, ’Cina,” Ceasario said with a flourish. “I want you to meet someone very special.”

Just then a photographer appeared. “Prego, Ceasario? Una foto of you and the lovely ladies?”

“Of course.”

Ceasario put one arm around Star’s shoulders and the other around Capucina’s waist as the photographer snapped several pictures. Star smiled obligingly, glad that Lola had insisted on fluffing up her curly blond hair and straightening her clothes before the fashion show. She certainly didn’t want to look anything but her best if she was going to appear in a photo with Capucina!

When the photographer finished, Ceasario continued the introductions as if there had been no interruption. “’Cina, I’m sure you recognize Miss Star Calloway, who has come all the way from the United States to see us. Now, make her feel welcome, cara mia—I must mingle.” With that he disappeared into the crowd.

“Ciao. It is a pleasure to meet you, Miss Calloway,” Capucina said in heavily accented but otherwise flawless English. “I am a big fan of your music.”

“Thanks,” Star replied with a smile. “Please, call me Star. I’m a big fan of yours, too. You were great tonight. I’d like you to meet my driver and bodyguard, Tank Massimo, and my stylist, Lola LaRue.”

“It is my pleasure, Mr. Massimo, Ms. LaRue.” Capucina’s words were polite, but Star couldn’t help noticing that she seemed a little distracted. “I would love to chat more with all of you. However, I’m afraid I have pressing business to attend to. Will you please excuse me?”

“Of course,” Star said, while Tank and Lola nodded.

“Wonder what that was all about,” Tank said, watching as Capucina moved gracefully away until she was swallowed up by the crowd. “Seemed like she couldn’t wait to get away from us. Hope it wasn’t something I said.” He winked at Star, who laughed.

Meanwhile Lola was looking in the other direction. “Hey, I think there’s food over there,” she said. “Do you guys want anything?”

Before Star or Tank could answer, they heard the sudden sound of shouting. A few yards away, the crowd parted to reveal Eddie Urbane and Capucina facing each other with angry looks on their faces.

“Silenzio, Eddie! I will not have you shush me!” Capucina cried, her eyes flashing with rage. She clenched her fist and shook it at him. “I have had enough of you! Get away from me, per sempre! We are through!”

“Wait!” Eddie exclaimed, his handsome face flushed. “What are you saying? We need to talk about this. But speak English, for Pete’s sake!”

“Aargh!” Capucina threw both hands upward and then launched into a torrent of rapid-fire Italian.
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